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OLD MONKSTOWN CHURCH. 



With an engraving of the new church of Monkstown, 
which appeared in the 106th number of our Journal, we 
gave the only particulars relative to the old church, fa re- 
presentation of the ruin of which we give above,) which 
appeared to us at all interesting to our readers. The 
place is supposed to have derived its name from a number 
of monks who took up their abode in it, and who, at a 
Tcry early period, erected a place of worship there. The 
ruin stands between the castle and the new church, but a 
short distance from the Black-rock and Kingstown, and 
fonas rather a picturesque object in the landscape. 



MY UNCLE— A PORTRAIT. 

"This fellow now is Ilka an over ripe melon — rough outside 
with much sweetness under it.'' — The Mount^mneers. 

Imagine a short, burly-faced man, in a pepper-and-salt 
coat, red waistcoat, light Kerseymere breeclies, and short 
gaiters; his hat beauishly inclined, a slight degree from 
tiift perpendicular, over his right ear — the left scantily 
covered with a few gray hairs, suspiciously disguised with 
powder •, an eye of varied expression : dignified when 
glancing at an inferior, courteous in salutation of an equal, 
and " mighty engaging entirely" when ogling a * colleen 
dbeas.' Imagine, too, a prominent paunch, and conse- 
quential air, which the ever present reflection of being 
worth a plum never fails to impart, and you have a toler- 
ably fair portrait of my uncle, Mr. Darby O'Galiugher, citi- 
zen and bachelor. 

Your plodding city tradesmen of the last century, never 
suffered their imaginations to stray to green fields and 
rural felicity, till they had worn out the pith of existence in 
Bcquiring a competence. They built substantial mansioOB 
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in narrow alleys, and immured themselves and their proge- 
ny in their brick warrens, till their thirst for money-getting 
was sufficiently quenched to prompt the wish for retire- 
ment; and then tney very prudently withdrew from the tur- 
moils of traffic, to die of ennui and nothingto-doishness in 
a dull country village. My honoured kinsman, though 
somewhat tinged with antiquated notions, and gone-by pre- 
judices, was yet wise enough to leave off bargain-driving 
and stotk-jobbing, before he lost all relish for rurality; but 
having passed life's meridian unburdened with connubial 
cares, he found, after a few months* possession of his snug 
cottage in the Groves of Blarney, that the prattle of 
children, and the music of a woman's tongue, might have 
proved less annoying than chewing the cud of his own 
musings, nodding over a newspaper, or contemplating the 
stagnant veridity of a duck pond. He grew tired of 
gazing on hedges, and listening to the cawing of crows 
and the whistle of cow-boys. The blue sky and green 
fields — his grotto and hermitage — his thickset hedges and 
fiovrer-decked arbours, became alike indifferent to his un- 
poetic imagination ; and he sighed for the busy bustle of 
the weigh-house or corn-market, and the grateful hum of 
the chamber of commerce. Pent up in his green solitude, 
he felt convincingly how dreary a thing it was to lead 
the life of a bachelor; and then he fell to reflecting how 
silly it was of him some twenty years back, to break off 
his courtship with Miss Biddy Brady, the rich saddler's 
daughter, for disliking his pea-green coat ; and that if he 
had bridled his anger, he might have secured the dear 
creature for himself instead of holding the stirrup, like a 
fool as he was, to fat Fergusson the ironmonger, of *Goul- 
naspurra, who vaulted in his place, and galloped off with 
the prize. All this, however, was now past praying for, 
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